Les Moissonneurs ofCouperin

But, at Tournus, we need not keep to fact, even though the cold
list of names would be poetry. We can allow imagination to
wander: character can create itself out of the names and associa-
tions of those distilled waters, and we have music that is the
portrait of a person.

It is a piece for clavecin by Francois Couperin-Le-Grand, and
the name of it is La Soeur Monique. We may listen to that, but
once, and we will have her picture in our minds. Perhaps her
whole character lies in the syllables of her name that, in them-
selves, are the cold, ripe tones of the harpsichord, that spell their
own pure sweetness and want no recompense. Its sound is of
purity in the cold, high notes. And, to begin with, it is so old
fashioned and so slow. The music and the person are older in
date than the age in which they lived. This is always so with
Couperin. We hear it so, again and again. But let us listen to
more music and come back then, knowing him, to La Soeur
Monique in her convent.

The reapers of Les Moissonneurs come from long, long ago.
The golden cornfield, with red poppies in it, that are red like
drops of blood or like the coats of soldiers, only thinner and
finer, for the noon is cloudless and the lark sings in the sky, stands
for July or August from a calendar of months. Far away, there is
a castle, white as chalk, above the poplared river. It is the land-
scape of Jehan Foucquet. The reapers are the serfs or villeins,
living in magpie houses. The music is slow and regular, like the
sweeping of their sickles, and we are never quite among them.
They are working on the brow of the hill, beyond the blue corn-
flowers, and only now and then we hear their voices, when the
wind blows down towards us and bends the hosts of corn. And
yet, and yet, it has the time and measure of a slow gavotte. It is a
peasant dance, called Les Moissonneurs not because it attempts a
direct description of the scene, but for the reason that once our
ears are tuned down to its gradual beauties of the province or the
countryside we get the spirit of the reapers in that steady rhythm.
This is the country France of three hundred, or five hundred,
years ago, many leagues from anywhere, or just outside the town.
It does not matter; there is all the country in that air.

Or we hear Les Vergers Fleuris, which could be no time but
April. What does it mean? How comes It that, again, these slow
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